CHAPTER XIX
UP TO THE PRESENT
SEPTEMBER, 1924, SAW ME BACK AT WORK AT NEYYOOR,
glad to be settling down there in a permanent way, ready to
learn all I could about the Indians and their language, and
to get on with the job of relieving their suffering and mak-
ing them my friends.
Tamil is a very difficult language, and although the people
of South India have many charming and attractive char-
acteristics, one cannot be really friendly with people whose
language one doesn't know. At the age of thirty-four, a
new tongue refuses to come quickly, especially if you have
only two hours of the day—and those the two sleepiest
hours—in which to learn it. But there were plenty of
opportunities for practice, and after a few months I could
talk enough to start a few rather superficial friendships and
to ask patients elementary questions about their diseases.
Certain writers would make this a sentimental chapter,
but I fear I am not one of them. Some feelings are too
deep to be written about, and too sacred to be paraded, and
I will content myself with recording the bare fact that it
was at this period that I did the one thing above all others
that has made my life worth living and has lifted me out
of the selfish and commonplace. In December, the finest
and most lovable of all girls consented to be my wife.
Everest was over, and its risks were a thing of the past; so
I took my courage in both hands, made room in one of them
for a pen as well, and wrote my proposal of marriage to
Margaret, the only daughter of Sir James Hope Simpson,
General Manager of the Bank of Liverpool.1 Her reply was
1 Now Martin's Bank.
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